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as she did a day after mother, when to all appear-
ances she was hale and hearty, made people look
upon her as a saint, for, who else could have given
up her life in such a manner?

I marvelled to see our compound full of poor
people falling over each other in order to catch a
glimpse of the face of her whom they had loved.
Not an eye was dry, not a heart that did not grieve
that day, as the simple undecorated bier was taken
away in a silent procession.

And so I silently bade farewell to the beloved
aunt. I knew it was the best thing that could have
happened to her, for life without her sister would
have been unbearable for her. Yet I wished she
had not left us so suddenly, creating a double void
which not even the passing of the years could ever
fill.